After lunch Countess Szechenyi and her daughters made
delicious coffee in the living-room with a glass coffee-
maker.

" 'This is the second time I've had good coffee in
America,' said M., to which Gladys Vanderbilt replied:
'We get in from Meini's in Vienna.'

"When M. happened to he telling this otherwise trifling
story, which he saw as only a small coincidence, here in
New York recently, one of his listeners, a gentleman in
an important economic position, observed that the story
might be used to defend the principle of free enterprise
if a simple, popular example were wanted. 'There is no
substitute,' he said, 'for an able tradesman. Though Na-
poleon did say that tilings are never done right unless
you do them yourself, the man who wants to drink a few
cups of good coffee every day usually has better things
to do than to seek out the best coffee plantations, discover
the ablest coffee planter, the best packer and shipper, the
most: expert-coffee-roaster and grinder, all so that after-
ward he may enjoy a sip of a fragrant demitasse. As you
see, it's enough to have the address of an honest and cap-
able tradesman, lie saves us all that worry and work, for
a bit of profit. Or else, more important, he saves us from
a powerful government official in charge, God help us,
of a nationalised central coffee bureau, where we would
have to make application and of course in consequence
to wrangle with him, eventually getting poor coffee for
our good money.'

"When we went home afterward, M. remarked how
characteristic it was of the present day, filled with tension
and fear, that not even such a simple, silly little story as 'private indi-
